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any longer* Some would sit down in the mud crying. When they refused to budge, the German butts prodded them along*
There was one old man whom no amount of prodding could make go on. He slumped down not far from the Gestapo's Green Car, and reclined there in the mud, holding tenderly a small dog that whimpered in his arms A German guard went over to the old man* I could not hear his words, but I saw "Mm stretch out his hand to take the little dog away. The man protested and held on tightly to the mongrel. The two pulled at the dog, back and forth, shouting angrily. The dog howled. Other gendarmes found the scene amusing* They formed a circle around the spot, and kughed riotously. Twice the old man fell, badly beaten up by the young gendarme No one helped him, yet he managed to get up. And still he held the dog. Finally, the German tore the dog out of the man's arms. The poor cur whined and panted for breath. The old man hurled himself against the German agaii^ and caught him by the throat. One of the other gendarmes decided then that it was time to intervene. He walked over quietly, and shot the old man in the head, from the back. Then he slapped his comrade on the shoulder and patted the frightened dog.
The dog growled and whimpered. He tried to bite the German who held him now. Perhaps he did, for suddenly we all saw the gendarme seize the animal by its hind le^ and crush its head against the trunk of a tree near by. There was no more whining. The transport moved on.
In the middle of the road, coming from Gate 14,1 saw a tafl man carrying a bundle. I must have noticed him mainly because there was a httle dog running beside him, and I was still filled with the honor of the two useless mur-de&s I had seen. The tall man moved uncertainly, looking around in perplexity. His face was swollen and red. I walked over to him, and looked at the bundle he was